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PREFACE. 



"Owns a few bushes and talks of his head gardener." {Panjabi Proverb), 

A FBW lines of introduction are necessary [to explain this somewhat 
miscellaneons collection of translations from Panjabi Poetry. About six 
years ago I came across some interesting ballads in the Multan 
dialect. This led me to wonder whether there was any lyrio poetry 
written in the spoken vernacular of the province which had any 
literary value. I looked up all the available literature on the subject, 
but could not find what I wanted. Captain R. C. Temple, who was for 
some time Cantonment Magistrate at Ambala, has written several 
articles on Panjab ballads and folklore in the Calcutta Review and 
Indian Notes and Queries; but the author is more interested in folklore 
than in literature, and the few lyrics he has collected are not of much 
value. There are some interesting specimens of Panjabi poetry in Mr. W. 
Wilson's Grammar of Western Panjabi, and there are a few lyrics in 
the Multani Grammar of Mr. O'Brien, lately revised by Mr. Wilson. 
Both these grammars also contain an excellent collection of vernacular pro- 
verbs and sayings. Fallon's Dictionary of Hindustani Proverbs is a mine 
of information about native thought in Northern India. Maconochie's 
Pkoijab Proverbs are mainly agricultural. There are also a few lyrics, pro- 
verbs and sayings embedded in the pages of the Settlement Reports and 
Gasetteers of the various districts in the Panjab. Mr. Swynnerton and 
lira. Steel have both translated fairy tales and stories current in the 
Panjab, but they have not collected many examples of lyric poatry, and ic 
was mainly lyrio poetry which I have been trying to discover. 

The long, rambling romances of Banjha and Hir, Sohni and Maliiwal, 
Majnun and Leila, Sassi and Punnu, Mirza and Sahiba, and the othec 
heroes and heroines dear to the village baxda oi \\i<^ ^«i^^^ ^^ ^^^kt; 
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reading. This, at least, is my impression from the little I have read of 
them. 

Some educate d native, who knows his own literature and also English, 
should publish an English translation of selected pieces from these 
romances, and then the general public could see if they contained any, 
thing worthy to be called ] literature. Hitherto they have only been 
studied by enthusiasts in folklore or philology. 

The main diflBculty which one encounters in trying to study Panjabi 
poetry is that the educated native afEects to despise anything that is 
written in the spoken vernacular. He regards it with the same kind of 
cultivated shudder that a lady of fashion would feel if a lout from 
the country came into her drawing-room with muddy boots, an old bine 
smock and a drawling Gloucestershire accent. 

It must be remembered that in ' the east for countless generaticms 
reading and writing have been the mark of the privileged few. To say a 
man can read and write is not a sarcasm but a compliment. It is easy to 
understand, then, how the language of literature has tended to become 
courtly, polished, refined, and far removed from the vulgar talk of 
the bassaar or the broad patois of the peasantry. What the poets of the 
cultivated few admire and what their readers expect is an elegant and 
rather far-fetched ode in Persian or Sanskrit, these languages being the 
literary languages of Northern India, just as French is the diplomatic 
language of Europe. To say a poem could be understood by every peasant 
from Delhi to Peshawar would be to condemn it, not to praise it. Indeed, it 
is not an exaggeration to say that if a Panjabi Burns, Beranger or Mistral 
were to arise tomorrow he would get very little encouragement from the 
educated native of the Panjab. 

I offered two prizes of Es. 50 and Rs. 25 in one of the leading native 
newspapers of the Panjab for the best collection of Panjabi lyrics. I did 
not get a single answer to my offer. 

With such apathy prevailing among the educated reading public, it is 
not hard to understand how difficult it has been to make any collection of 
lyrics* Although sheafs of vernacular poetry pass through the various press- 
es year after year, nobody appears to have thought it worth while to make 
a representative collection of the best Panjabi poetry ; indeed, nobody seema 
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to know OP QiTd any^ng abdat tiie ffizbjert. Nono of tha i»tiv«s coM 
uaddrBtand ex»stily what I wanted. Poems they ihoc^lit good I thought 
intolerable. What I thought worth copying down and translatii^, they 
osually thought childish. I had no materials to start with at all ; I tbere- 
fxxe had to make my own collection as best I oonld wherever I went; 
conseqaantly I cannot say whether this collection is really representa* 
tive of Panjab poetry or not. 

All that I can hope is that it may serve as a tentative and prelimi- 
nary basis for a farther authoritative collection of Panjab lyrics which I 
trust will be made some day by a more competent authority ; and I also 
hope that it may give those who do not know the Panjab peasant a little 
glimpse into his life, tiiought and character. 

Tall, erect, standing a dean six foot, dressed in plain white from his 
puggaree downwards— look him straight in the face ; he will look yon back 
as straight again, with clear frank eyes, equal to equal ; for he is no slave ; 
he is a man every inch of him. 

In uuderstanding, simple as a child, but a master farmer knowing all 
the secrete of the soil ; he is a typical peasant with peasant virtues 
and peasant failings ; hard headed in matters of giving and taking, a 
shrewd judge of character and with a keen eye for social pretensions of any 
sort. A man of simple tastes and frugal in ordinary life, living on a few 
farthings a day, but on occasions of marriages, when it is the custom of the 
country to make a brave show, he will mortgage his &mily acres 
with cheerful unconcern, as reckless of bankruptoy as an I r i shman at a 
funeral. He is hospitable and does not love a stingy man. A tolerably 
pious devotee on sainte days, birth-days and marriages, but too sturdy to be 
priest-ridden for long ; with flashes of a Voltairian spirit when times are 
good, and. a touch of I!atelism when times are bad ; frank when you have 
gained his confidence, loving a joke if the point is fairly broad, and on the 
whole a genial fellow ; indulgent to his women folk as long as they do their 
duty, bear him children and do not nag, but swift to anger when his 
panfrimifl are roused or when his women are unfaithful. He is a gentleman 
to the backbone and the finest soldier in India. 

Turning now to the poems, one or two commente suggest them- 
■dves : artistioally their workmanship is not high. \ "^^c^ iw^ ^^Qusb^ 
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the work of educated men ; they have mostly been written by rnstios for 
rostics. Some of them are simply children's songs made for the nnrsery 
and if the authors saw them invested with the dignity of print they 
would probably be considerably astonished. 

Most of the love poems, all, in fact, except those of Garib Chand and 
those translated from the Pashta, are from women to men. This is a 
striking feature of Panjabi poetry which I have discussed in my essay on 
Bullah Shah. I know of no satisfactory explanation of this curious 
iterary tradition. 

The poems of Garib Chand are the only exceptions to the rale which 
I have been able to find, and perhaps it is for this reason that they ring 
truer than the others and are of distinctly superior quality. Garib (yhand 
was a subordinate Hindu Revenue Official, who was unfortunate enough 
to fall in love with the wife of one of his Muhammadan neighbours. I 
first came across one of his quatrains in Lahore, and subsequently, when in 
the Pindi district, I asked some of his friends and admirers to write me out 
all the poetry he had composed. During his lifetime he refused to let 
bis verses be printed, saying that if they were worth anything they would 
live on the lips of men. Possibly also, though this may appear far fetched, 
he wished to save the object of his affections from unnecessary chatter. At 
ai:^ rate, it is noticeable in his poems that only the lady's vUlage, Sahib 
Dhamial, is mentioned. Her name never appears. I crave pardon of the 
poet for reviving memories of a romance which he would willingly have let 
die, but as he wrote nothing to sully the reputation of the lady, I do not 
think I have been too indiscreet in reveiUn^ the history that underlie 
his poems. 

The whole subject of the position of women in the East is beset with 
difficulties. The oriental does not care to lift the j,urd<kh of the zenana or 
to reveal its secrets to the gaze of the stranger. Men and women east of 
Suez may have their romances, but they do not publish them to the world 
like George Sand and De Musset ; hence we are completely in the dark as 
to what sort of feelings the one sex inspires in the other. 

A professor of Philosophy, who is also a young man and a poet, tells me 
roundly that the romance of love is unknown in respectable society, and 
that it is confined to qxiarters where marriage is unfashionable. Captain 



Temple appears to be of the same opinion. On ihe oilier hand, 
all the popular romances of the Panjab are love stories and the tempestuous 

petticoat is the cause of more than half the murders. It is obvious, there- 
fore, that if women do not inspire romance, they are at any rate capaU® 
of inspiring their lovers with pf^sion and driving their husbands to wild 
revenge. 

To understand the relations between men and women in India we 
must remember how women are brought up. Boys and girls are betroth- 
ed while in the cradle and married before they are out of the nursery. 
Their marriages are arranged entirely by their parents. The bride 
and bridegroom have no say in the matter. A women is looked upon as a 
very necessary household acquisition, but as an inferior being and a chattel 
She is taught to worship her husband as a god, but he never looiks 
upon her as more than than the keeper of his cooking pots and the mothei^ 
of his children.* 

It is, therefore, easy to see that maiximony is likely to be unromantic 
and romance is certain to be dangerous. 

We do not see eye to eye with the East in all matters. I showed one of 
the best poems in the Qarden of Kama to a native and asked Iiityi what h® 
thought of it. He replied that although it was beautiful poetry, the senti- 
ment seemed to him entirely western. I asked him what he meant i for 
the critics in London are unanimously agreed that the book is thoroughly 
orientaL He replied that respectable women neither did these thing 
nor said them, and that for a woman to make any display of affection to 
wards a*man was most indelicate, I suggested that a woman might kiss her 
husband. '* No," said my friend, *^ it would be considered most immodest. 
She may be kissed, but she must not kiss." I do not know whether my 
friend was an authority on these subjects, but pnma facie one would think 
that if such rules are conscientiously observed love making in the East must 
be a little dull. 

It may be noticed that there is vexy L'ttlo appreciation of nature in 
these lyrics. I do not know whether the reasonis that the Paxnabi finds his 
own feelings quite absolving enough without bothering about the beauties 



^*^ItliB probable that the Ancient Greeks held similar Tiews. 
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q£ Baiinze» or wheiher it is that Batare» as reyeakd in the Panjab plains, is 
soi oandttGiTe to pootioal thoaghts. The latter explanation is at any rate 
ix^Uigible. 

Fetiiaps I shottld apologise for having tried to tarn some of the poems 
into vene. The faot is, prose translations always miss the synng of the 
original rhyme. It was this feeling which made me think it was worth 
while to iiy and translate aome of them into verse. 

I have to thank the Editors of the Spectator, the Pioneer and the Civil 
and Military Qazette for their conrtesy in allowing me to reprint verses 
wUdi have appeared in their oohtmns. 



0. F. USBOBNE, 
Lahore* 



The Ballad of Ranjha and Hir. 

I'VE hung my swing upon the peepul tree. 

Y Swing higL, Girls, liiglier still, that I may see 

The tassels and the turban of my love, 
Or better still perchance he may see me. 

Come, fear not, Ranjha dear. Ah never think 
That aught can harm us two. What, do you sluink. 

You who aio written above as Hir's own love. 
To taste the cup whereof I bid you di'ink ? 

Your voice is like a lute, and when you sing 
Of Allah's praises, Heaven's own trumj)cts ring 
In answering peals that God is One and AIJ ; 
]^[nhammad is his Prophet and his King. 

Sing on, for I am Ustoning, " WAHDAHU," 
Aye, God is One, love ; I can sing that too. 

God has one Prophet and I have one love, 
God has no rival but Himself —and you. 

Have mercy, Lord of all the Seraphim, 

Hear Thou, Great Allah, hear my daily hymn ; 

Eain, rain Thy mercy on thy slave and let 
Ranjha and Hir in Love's own ocean swim. 

As worshippers in Ramazan, who see 

The new moon's face and shout aloud with glee, 

Till all the pangs of hunger are forgot, 
So is his name both food and drink to me. 



I wander like a mad thing all forlorn, 
AH is forgot, the home where I was born, 

My friends and kinsmen whom I nsed to love, 
And Kera's kinsmen whom I always scom. 

Docs Kera think that he will marry me ? 
Does Kera dream an easy victory 

Over the Sial girl ? He little knows ; 
Let Kera come and then will Kera see. 

For I am Ranjha's bride. This— this was writ 
In Fate's own book ; you cannot cancel it 

Or thwart the purport of the Written Scroll, 
Alter one line or blot one little bit. 

Hir must be Ranjha's love and Ranjha Hir's ; 
You shall not find on earth again their peers. 
Thus shall men say by all the Rivers Five, 
And ring their praises down the changing years. 

Poet, the ballad's o'er ; but where is Hir ? 
"Where ai*e the lovers true of yester year ; 

And where are you ? Beside the Western Gate, 
Of Multan city, a poor old blind faqir. 



The Ballad of Love and Death. 

** ^^ELL me, Mistress, wlio will marry you, Mistress, 
^V marry yoa ? *' 

" Khaka, my Lady, lie will marry me, Lady, many me. 

He has two yoke of oxen sturdy to hoe, 

And four for tlie well- wheel. His land lies low, 

And the scent of his hair mocks the I'oses that gi^ow 

In the gardens of Persia. Khaka will many me, Lady, 

many mo." 

'* When death comes Mistress, who will carry yon, 

Mistre^F, caiTy yon ? " 

"If Allah is gracions, my sons will carry me, Lady, carry 

me; 

One at my feet and one nt my head. 
If Allah gives children, there's peace for the dead, 
For the lighis will be lit and the prayei's will be said. 
God pity the sonless. My sons will carry mo. Lady, 

cany n:e. " 



Lullaby. 

7|THERE docs the Cuckoo sleep, Baby ? Down by the 
^^ great stone bank, 

Where the lizards bask in the sunshine, and the monkeys 

play on the bank. 
Where does the peacock sleep. Baby ? Out in the jungle 

grass, 
Whore ilic jackals howl in the evening, and parrots 

scream as they pass. 

What docs the peacock drink. Baby ? Cream from some- 
body's cup ; 

And if somebody isn't careful, the peacock will drink it 

all up. 

What does tlio Cuckoo drink, Baby ? Milk from some- 
body's pan, 

So run and stop the rascal as quick as over you can. 

AVhat does the Cuckoo eat, Baby ? Candy and all that's 

nice, 
Ajid great round balls of brown sugar speckled ^vith 

silver and spice. 
What docs the peacock eat. Baby ? Lollipops all day 

long; 
But Baby must go to sleep now, for this is the end of the 

song. 
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Life in the Desert. 

7t\E came: the dust-storm brought us. Who knows 
yJJ -where the dust was bom ? 

Behind the curtains of Heaven and the skirts of the 

silver mom. 

We go whero the dnst.-Rtorm whirls us ; loose leaves blo^Ti 

one by one, 

Through the light towards the shadows of evening down 

the tracks of the sloping sun. 

We are blown of the dust that is many and we rest in 

the dust that is one. 

We have pitched our tents: we feast and we play on the 

shifting sands of life. 

We are drunk all day with the things of this world, with 

laughter and love and strife. 

But the sentry of Death stands waiting, and the long last 

march must be done ; 

For the camel bells tinkle, the load must be strapped, 

and we fare forth friendless alone 

Into the Western darkness that shrouds the last ray of 

thoBim, 



Poppy Songs. 

POPPY, Queen of coloured thought, 
Fancies white and fancies red, 
Golden petals wov'n athwart, 
In and out of rainbow thread, 

Give me fancies that flash and gleam 
Through the maze of a golden dream. 

Poppy, Lord of the earth and sky 

Above and beneath us. Drowsy God, 
Lord of the gardens where tired men lie, 
And pleasant places where tired men nod, 
Heart's own friend, your petals unfold. 
For your nods are silver : your sleep is gold. 

— ^IH^*- 
Grind the poppy, drink it dow^n ; 
God is watching Field and Town. 
Pestle Mortar grind away, 
God's world lives and laughs to-day. 

-•^••^-^ 

Ten brown poppy heads give me, I pray, 
A sweet stick of sugar and the livelong day 

ril sway as I smoke and 1*11 smoke as I sway. 
God give me this and I've no more to say. 

If a pipe of hemp have I 
What care if T live or die ? 

Let me smoke and let me sleep, 
I^et others sow if I bat reap. 



The Ballad of Lai la. 

rSAST night distranghfc I wandered here and there. 
U All cp and down Love's City sick at heart, 

Till lo ! I found myself all unaware 
Caught in the tangles of my Laila's hair. 

And all hei' raven tresses manifold 
Entangled me around, and sudden bold 
I grew, and being careless of my fate 
My mouth I buried in her lips' pure gold. 

And like a bee that pillages the tips 
Of every crimson hyacinth and sips 

Sweet honey from its petals — thus 1 lay 
Drunk with the perfume of her honey-lips. 

Said she : " Thou art my heart's own love, I swear, 
Dut those who ti'espass on this raven hair, 

And rob the down from off these golden checks, 
Must of the goodman of the house beware. 

" He is a jealous watchman over me, 
And Lord of all my dark locks' witchery. 
He is my tyrant, and exceeding wrath, 
And goeth about Seeking to murder thee." 

" Let come what may," said I, " while thou art near 
Thy locks protect me like a keen drawn sword. 
Give me thy lip3 and thi:; night without fear 
m wander in that wildernetsd of hair." 
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Said she : " All else is folly ; Love is besi, 
I will anlock the garden of my breast ; 

But thou, I know, wilt walk disdainfully, 
And soon forget the lips that thou hast pressed." 

*' Ah cruel one," said I, " unjust thou art ; 
The arrows of thine eyes have pierced mv ^ea^t • 

I am thy humble sUvo ; thou knowest well 
That never from thy side will I depart." 

Hearken, ye hireling poets, do yc dai'e 
Dispute my monarchy ? Ye fools, beware ; 

For I am crowned with Laila's sovereign love, 
And sceptred with a lock of Laila's hair. 
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The Water Carriers. 

7IT HEN evening comes my lady attires lier head 
^^^ (Ah me ! how the fire is burning in my heart !) 

In a kerchief broidered with rare and curious art 
And with flashing jewels her neck is engarlanded. 

Her maidens cluster around her fair to be seen, 
Fairer than stara in a scented Indian June 
Shine round the path of the glorious golden moon — 

So her maidens laughing gather around tlieir Queen. 

When I see their swaying figures delicate clad, 
Fairer than swans of Kabul or Elandahar, 
Pass by the city gate through the long bazar, 

Spring shines in my heart and my soul is happy and glad. 

Roses of Persia, see how my love's queen goes 

Fair, clad in delight, passing the whispering vale 
Down to the river, while every nightingale 

Chants of her beauty to every listening rose. 

Singing they go, singing in pure delight 

To fill iiheir pitchers down by the river's bed. 
Would God that I were the pitcher upon her head, 

And her msirble arms were around me day and night. 
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An Indian Duet. 

(She)— 
" T have sent letters my beloved for to greet ; 

•f* Wearily I'm waiting for the music of his feet. 

Waiting oh ! so wearily ; waiting oh ! so drearily. 

Life of me ! come back, come back to me." 

(He)- 

" Heart of me, Love of me, the mountains paths are steep, 
The river flood is swollen and the ford is dark and deep. 
Even though thou sigh for mf , how can I come nigh to thee ? 
I cannot come back, ray love, to thee." 

(She) — 

" I will make level the steepest mountain side ; 
I will build a bridge across the river's roaring tide. 
How can harm befall thee, if thy darling call thee, 
If thou wilt come back, my love, to me." 

(He)- 

" How can I come to thee my love whom I adore ? 
Listen to the tigers in the jungle how th^y roar; 
Snakes lie in the grass hissing as I pass. 
How can I come back, my love, tD thee r " 

(She) — 
** I will feed the snakes with the cream of purest milk ; 
I will bind the tigers with ropes of strongest silk, 
Naaght will then delay thee, hinder thee or stay thee, 
Stay thee from returning, love, to me," 
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Bangle Song. 

^ELL me, Bangles, my pretty ones, say 
Why do you tinkle so gaily ? 
For your Master, my loved one, is far far away, 
And it's him you remind me of daily. 
All tho day, all the night I am alone, 
The gods have no pity ; their hearts arc of stone. 

Head-piece, earrings and anklets of gold, 

Heartless ones, why do you glitter ? 
When the bed of your mistress is empty and cold 
And the heart of your mistress is bitter, 
Bitter for longing for him who is gone 
Off to tho wars and has left her alone. 

Necklace, my pretty one, how should you know 

That your sheen only makes me tho sadder ? 
Anklet and armlet and necklace we'll go 
Up on the roof by the ladder ; 
Up on the roof we will linger aloao 
And talk of your Master, my love, who is gone. 

My love is tho fairest. What ! do you dare 

Traitorous bangles, compare him 
With roses ? No sweeter bloom pei-f umes the air. 
But roses of Pei'sia declare him 

Lord of all beauty. For though they bo fair 
Their soent is as naught to the scont of his hair. 
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War should be fought by the men without wives. 

Bangles, ring softly and sadly ; 
For the dear one's absence rends and rives 
The heart that loves him madly. 

Life of me, Love of me, Live for my pake, 

For the heart of your darling is ready to bi-oak. 



When Love Comes. 

ZIEHEN Love comes then senses all and peace of mind 
^^^ go flying. 

Restlessness swoops down and all the night is spent in 

sighing. 

Like a necklace heavy pearled, jeers and taunts from 

all the world 

Weigh me down, opprest, disfcressd. For love, Garib is 

dying. 
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The Death of *'Sardi'' (Cold). 

©OLD in August is conceived, 
In the womb of earth received, 
All September under-ground, 
Lying hidden safe and sound 
One long month before his birth, 
Being nourished by the earth. 
At the sowing of the com, 
In October he is bom. 
In November fast he grows, 
A lusty lad and apt to blows ; 
In December squares his back 
To do battle and attack, 
And when January is come 
Sounds his horn and charges home, 
Doomed alas I his death to meet 
Slaia at February's feet. 
March puts ashes on her head 
To lament the mighty dead ; 
April next with streaming eyes 
Comes to do his obsequies ; 
But ia May he's clean forgot, 
And iu June the wind blowij hot. 



14 



Challa. 

©HALLA'S fairest of the fail* 
Loves a dark girl over tbero ; 
Children twain to him she bare, 

Challa's always in Lahore ; 
Challa's never at my door, 
Challa comes to mo no more. 

Hard as iron, stern as fate, 
Challa is, yet I'll not wait, 
Though I'm killed within his gate. 

Challa's walking towards the well ; 

I'll go too my love to tell ; 

His eyes are heaven ; His wrath is Hell. 

Challa, do not go away. 

Give me sweets and then you may 

Seize my wrist. I'll not say nay. 
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Love the Goldsmith. 

jH, tell me where is Love the Goldsmith fled ; 

His forgo is empty and untenanted ; 
And he is gone and I am left alone. 
Oh, tell me, where is Love the Goldsmith fled ? 

For as fiao gold is dipped into the fire, 
Battered and hammered into twisted wii^e, 

So has my soul been s'jorched by Love's fierce flame, 
And battered on the anvil of Desire. 

My heart's own Goldsmith, oh, that thou would take 
My battered body and soul, and of it make 

A jewel rare to lie upon thy breast, 
And keep it always for thine own sweet sake. 

Bat now, Alas, the days of Love are done. 
The fire burns low ; Love's anvil long ago 
Has ceased to ring, and I am left alone. 
Oh, tell me where is hove the Goldsmith gone. 
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Buffalo Song. 

El LESSED be Sohawa Town, 

*^ And all cows black, white and brown ; 

All are good, but best of all is the grey-haired 

buffalo. 
Listen to their lazj feet 

Coming softly down the street. 

A prancing horse for a Raja proud ; I prefer a 

buffalo. 
When to graze they all go ouf, 

How the boys and girls do shout. 

Should a man care ought for wealth, if he has a 

buffalo? 
See their glittenng white ieeth ehiiio 

Like soft buds of jessamine ; 

See the graceful drooping ears of the grey-haired 

buffalo ! 
When at night they homeward come. 

How the people buzz and hum. 

Everybody is your friend, if you have a buffalo. 

Hark, I hear the sound of feet. 

Listen, thieves have gained the street. 

And the men are all abed, and they'll steal the 

buffalo. 
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A Ballad of Famine. 
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lOAF on loaf there it stood ; 
I had baked all I conld. 
All the jewels — they were sold, 
All the silver and gold, 
To bnj floor to make bread for the childreo ; 
No more could I beg, buy or borrow. 

Up came an old man. 

And he emptied the pan. 

Fie-, Fie—, 

Grey-beards should die. 
And that soon, and not let children starve. 
From where will come bread for tomorrow ? 

My man's gone abroad ; 

We could not afford 

To keep hungry men on. 

The milch buffalo's gone 
To the hills, where there's long grass in plenty 
To graze on and water to wallow. 

Death must come late or soon. 

T* would come now as a boon. 

Shame-—, Shame — , 

'Tis the grey-beards to blame. 
Their fathers have peace in the grave. 
•Tis their turn to pack and to follow. 
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Ballad of a Destrted Wife. 

WING, girls, and laugh while youVe happy 
Beneath the broad branch of the peepul, 
Bat I cannot join in year swinging, 

For my loved one is far, far away. 
Oh mother, when I began loving 
Cruel fate was writ on my forehead, 
And the cruel hours came upon me. 
Ah, that was a sorrowful day. 

I croon as I sit in the twilight 

Alone, and because of my sadness 

My name with my kinsmen and neighbours 

Is become a reproach and a ecom ; 
For I cannot join with the others 
Or sit with the girls at their spinning, 
Oc swing in the midst of the village. 

Oh mother, why was I born ? 

My old spinning wheel is deserted. 
The threads of the cotton are tangled. 
And the Omens say that my husband 

Will never come back to my roof. 
The weft of my life, too, is tangled. 
And broken the threads of Love's spinning ; 
For life's bat a warp without colour 

Till Lcve spins the gorgeous red woof. 
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Come, visit yonr garden, Beloved, 

For the frait is now ripe in the orchard ; 

The apples and peaches are rosy ; 

Come, this is the time and the honr. 
The branches are bursting with blossom 
All sweet as the attar of roses 
Awaiting the Lord of the garden 

To gather the fruit and the flower. 

But the Master cares not for hia garden ; 
The parrots have ravaged the peaches, 
And the blossoms and buds without water 

Parch under the pitiless sun. 
The roses are faded and withered- 
Come back, Love, and water your garden 
Wherein long ago you delighted 

When the first days of Love had begun. 

All day I ponder the Omens ; 

I watch the stars in iheii* courEcs, 

And question the Pandits and Brahmhis, 

And ask when my Love will return ; 
But the stars are speechless and silent, 
And no hope comes from the BrahmiDS 
And I lie sad and deserted 

With thoughts that torment and that bum. 
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Take mj body, Death, and devour it 
My limbs and my rose scented tresses 
All drenched with the attar of roses. 

For life without love is but pain ; 
But leave me my eyes, I beseech thee, 
Oh Death, for if God will be gracious, 
With these eyes once more I may see him 

And look on my lover again. 

Fly, crow, be my messenger. Tell him 
That I am heart-broken and dying, 
But first ask his humble forgiveness 

And then haste my message to tell. 
Perhaps he will come— Nay, begone, Love, 
You have brought me no peace with your loving. 
What dread sins can I have committed. 

Oh God, that I suffer this Hell ? 

Ah, No. 'Tis my fault that I loved him. 
I fastened the bands that ensnare me. 
My love, with bowed neck I beseech you 

To pardon the faults of your slave. 
Live happily. Love ; I am dying ; 
But keep me awhile in remembrance. 
Fibre well. Love ; For this is is my message 

To you fivm the edge of the gi-ave. 
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The Tyranny of Love. 

iT^OD make liim miserable in Love as he, 
^5/ My Love, has laid Love's misery on me. 
May he, my cruel Tyrant, come to know 
The tyranny that Love must undergo! 
May he love fondly, and in fond return 
Be loved and afterwards in Hell Fire bum 
By being severed from his Love's embrace. 
May he see other rivals take his place ; 
May jealousy consume his soul away 
Before my eyes. God grant me this, I pray ; 
So when he's fared like me and felt Love's pain, 
He'll know my worth and come to me again. 

PiNDi Jail. 

<|r'OBTY cells has Pindi Jail ; count them if you doubt 
X* me. 

Voitj men within those cells. I would mine wei-e with- 
out me. 

Vqqi* or five now piisonei-s aix) eveiy day admitted. 

Are not these unfortunate ci*eatures to be pitied P 

Forty pounds of wheat to grind for every luckless 

fellow ! 

Every eye grows lusti eless and every cheek turns yellow. 

All the joy of youthful days and manly pride is vanished ! 

Fram this brutal English jail Life and Love duv banished. 
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Moon Dreams. 

TS it the Fall Moon's gl'jry in the sky 
•f* Descending on mo as I sleepless lie, 

Or the sweet vision of my Laila's face 
Conjured by some strange trick of memory ? 

Is it thine eyes or Heaven's own stars that shine ? 
Or am I drunk with poppy scented wine ? 

Was it a dream ? For I could swear I felt 
The tresses* from her moon-face fall on mine. 

Clouds chase the mopn-beams down the darkening sky. 
Starshino and starlight fade away and I 

Am left alone without a Pilot star. 
Sweet Moon and Moon Dreams all, good-night -good-bye. 



Moon Song. 

Rise, Oh Moon, and luake it light ; 
Tvebeen counting all the night 
All the stars as they go by, 
Marching slowly throngh the sky, 
Counting, counting all tbe night. 
Rise, Oh Moon, and make it light. 
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Punjab Proverbs. 

LOUGH deep for tlie autamn sowing : then pray for 

the spring-tide grain. 

For your ballocks may pbngh till fhey drop, yet the 

fruit of their toil may he vain ; 

For what is the profit cf ploughing, if ALLAH with- 

holdeth his rain ? 
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Haste is of Satan surely, 
But sloth is of Satan too ; 

And he who sleeps in November, 
In April what will he do ? 
He will wish he had sown with the sowers, 
And will wasbo his time in regret ; 

But a thousAr.d sorrows, remember, 
Never can pay a debt. 

Seven plonghings for carrots ; drive the bullocks along : 

A hundred times for your sugar, and the btalk will be 

fat and strong ; 

For your wheat you must plough till your bullocks drop, 

end you won't be wrong . 



-»^«* 



Sow sugar and wheat close ; that is the thing ; 
Millet, the distance a frog can spring ; 
In cotton a staff's length clear should be seen ; 
And maize, if well sown, when its tall and green- 
Wrap yourself in your sheet, 
Put your shoes on your feet, 
And you'll pass without tcrchirg betwixt andbctwe^. 
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Holy Mother, hear our prayer ; 
Grant us plenty and to spare ; 
Grain to load the bullock's back, 
Grain to sink the wagon track, 
So that we without delay 
All our dues and debts may pay ; 
So shall all three be content, 
- Peasant, Trader, Government. 

Six good bullocks and a wagon load of grain, 
A fair rent, a square rent, a July rain, 
A platter of cow's milk full brimmed to drain ; 
If God gives me this much, I shan't complain. 

Digging at home in the rice fields gives peace, and is 

better far 

Than strings of camels in Kabul or riches in Kandahar. 



Ton may feast in a crowded guest room, 
In a palace of marble or stone 

Amid flaring lamp-light and torches, 
But you die in the dark and alone. 




Ode TO THE MdoN by Mohamhad I^bal. 

|H! Mdon, thy light inoreaseB tko stillncEfs around me. 
Methinks morning is sleeping nnder the shirts of 
night. Thy home is far, far away from my wilderness, but 
the river of my heart is troubled by the attraction of * thy 
beaniB. The perfect beauty of thy face* brings happiness to 
the sonl. Thy light gives me tranqoillity mixed with sad- 
ness. Where art thou going ? Whence hast thou come ? 
Perhaps thou art pale fi^m the troubles of thy journey. 
Though thy home is far away from this strife of existence 
thy light is quite near the dwellings of man. Oome into my 
heart with thy light, so that this dark house maybe bright 
for a moment. Thou wast created wholly light. I was 
bom in the dark, but in spite of my dark days my fortune 
is the same as thine. I burn with desire to see my 
Beloved. Thou art burnt to ashes for thy debt to the sun. 
As thy course is fixed, so I too refvolve round my star. In 
the path of life thou art weary ; I too am troubled. In the 
course of existence thou art burning ; I am burning too. 
We are both ever distant from the object of our desire ; 
the stillness of the stars wliich surround thee exists also in 
my heart. Thou are ever begging light ; I do the same. 
Thy soul shines with Ught ; my soul is bright with Love. 
I Uve surrounded by an assembly of my own thoughts. 
As thou art alone and without rival in thy aMembly ; bo 
am I alone in^mine. The approach of th6 0tin iaik ^AesMngei* 
of Death to thee ; so the briglitaess of everlasting beauty 

fibnAm mo completely. 
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But in spite of all, oh! brigbt Moon, Thon artTlumand 
I am I. The end I pnrsne is different from thine. Thongh 
I am wholly in the dark and thon art wholly bright, thon 
art hundreds of miles away from the bliss of consoionsness. 
The object of my life is known to me ; and this is that light 
that doth not shine in thy Face, oh Moon. 

Note^ — The only IJrda Lyric in this collection. The author is 
a Professor of Philosophy at Lahore University and a well-known 
poet. 

Quatrains by Garib Chand. 

Xi^OVE spake in his pomp and majesty, " I have come 
and taken my seat on the throne and will not go. 
I will destroy the glory of thy pride. I will fling thee down 
and trample thee under foot even as a washerman tramples 
on his clothes. Open thy eyes and cast away pride from 
thy heart. I will not leave thee, Garib Chand, I have 
ruined many and I will ruin thee. 

[he night is good for those who are happy, but 
for those who are unhappy night time is sad as 
autumn. Day brings the ointment of meeting. At night 
the wound of separation is bare. Even on feast days and 
festivals the partridge is separated from her mate at night. 
At night the nightingale weeps and laments because the 
lips of the Rose are dosed. 
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S)UT to shame by the beauty of my beloved the Qaeen 
^ of the fairies left Fairyland. The Hoaris could not 
withstand the blaze of her beauty and would not oome 
out of Paradise. * Venus struck by her lustre deserted the 
earth and ascended to the skies. Joseph could not bear the 
full glare of her loveliness, so left Canaan and wandered 
in the wilderness. 




^HE whole night has passed in sobbing and sighing ; 
now morning is come. The Moon has veiled her 
face, and the sun appears in all his splendour. The day is 
over. The shades of night are falling, but my Moon does 
not appear. My eyes are wearied with weeping ; instead 
of tears I weep my heart's blood. 

^TiNE night asleep I met my Love in a dream, dasping 
(© my hands in supplication I beseeched her not to 
destroy me entirely. " I cannot," I cried, " fulfil your 
demands— depart, withdraw, listen to my words." So long 
as life remains to Garib Chand he will not forget the debt 
he owes his Beloved. 



OMETIMES you hate me, but your hate I love. Ood 
knows how many sorrows you poared on me, but I 




•i.e., Salktd. 
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drank the cup of scnnow wiUi deliglifc. Tour cnudties to 
me became kiodnesses and joor faithlessness is &uth- 
f nlness in mj eyes. Ah ! Love, you do not anderatand, bat 
God does. 



^STLY, parrotj give my message to my Beloved, first 
kiss her feet and with respect give her my salaam. 
Tell her with tears of my miserable plight. Tell 
her that poor GFarib has gone mad, and that peo^rfe have 
pat my name on the list of the insane. 



TITHO can test the gold of Love P Were it gold or silver, 
a goldsmith could test it. Were it jewels of raby, 
pearl or diamond, a clever jeweller conld test it. Lovers 
keep bars of Love's purest gold. What alchemist can teat 
it ? Ye goldsmiths, go away from Garib. Gold ye maj.be 
able to test ; tbei.gold of Love only the Beloved can test. 



J^LY, crow, I will feed you with sweetmeats. Fly, and 
the grace of God be on you. My to Sahib Dhamial 

where my heart's Beloved lives. May yon and your 
young ones live happy. I will strew pearls like seeds before 
you. Go ! bring me news of my Love and be gracious 
to me. I will tell you where she may be. She may be 
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walking stately in hergai;^!!, or.oaArohifig with careless 
and glorious ejes, or spinning with her girl friends, painting 
her ejes with red *' sorma " or attar of roses, or decking 
herself with her jewels, or balancing her silk swing under 
theppal tree, and boldly swinging to and fro, or sleeping 
in her palace on her bed of roses, having <bunk to the 
full the wine of beauty, or she^ may be stretching her 
praying carpet and praying to Allah, or sitting in Darbar 
doing justice on the throne of beauty; yea ready to 
ride on the horse of beauty and to slay her lovers, says 
Garib Ghand. 

Quatrain by Piara. 

/^N one Ood I fix my hopes. There is one Omnipotent 
J^ Creator, There is one scabbard, and one aword lies 
in a man's scabbard ; he can strike a lion's stroke but once. 
There should be one speech on the tongue and one promisa 
only. There is only one Moon that shines on the earth, and^ 
Piarai you have but one Love. 



Quatrain BY' Karim^ Barsh. 

JL came into your basaar and saw before me eyes red with 
T' anger. When I saw them, two eyes became four. My 
eyes became drunk with Love, when I saw the spring 
of beauty in your eyes. The nightingale in the garden is 
winging that your eyes have opened full of love like 
a flower. Love is a hard business, Karim Bakab. Toar 
eyea are lovely like a pomegranate. 
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Quatrains by Chuni. 

fhave soea canals, rivers and seas, bat no water is 
sweeter than rain water. I have met several friends in 
friendship, bat none is stronger than one's own right arm. 
I have seen friends of to-daj. They will not even talk to 
yoa, onless yoa have money and pay them. I have tasted 
all the sweets of the world, bat none is sweeter than sons. 



I was confoanded when I saw yoor face. Had 1 known 
y what you were, I woald never have come near yoa. 
Had I known yoa woald tarn faithless, I woald never have 
cast a glance apon yoar face. Had I known yoa woald for- 
get me, I woald never have taken the harden of love apon 
my head. Had yoa told me before that yoa woald be 
inconstant, I woald never have barnt the blood of my body 
in the famace of Love. 

Quatrain by Khuda Dad. 

TN the morning the light of Beaaty shines. The meroy 
Y of Qod descends without stint in the early morning. 
Those that rise early, worship and praise Gkxi in the early 
morning. Cocks, tai*tles, doves and quails all sing in the 
early morning. Khuda Dad, son of sloth, why are you 
not awake ? Why are you stretched full length asleep in 
the early morning p 
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Quatrain by Gaur. 

1 eat on fast days. I have no love for prayers. I have 

T ceased to lift np my head since I bowed my head in 

the house of Love. I bow my head before my Beloved. Go, 

ask the idol worshippers what Love is ; for Love is the 

idol I worship. 



Quatrain by Burda. 

LAVES have no voice in the matter, whether they 
be cherished or beaten. A boat is in the sailors* hands 
whether to sink or swim. I have begun the game of Love ; 
who knows whether to win or lose. Lovers win from all 
others, bat lose in the presence of the Beloved. 




Quatrain by Karm Elahi. 

^TBADS which once wore matchless crowns aro now bnt 
(^ dust in the way. They are trampled under foot ; 
bnt lo ! once they were Kings and Sultans. Where is now 
their kingdom and their royal armies in which their proud 
soul delighted P Dust at the last must turn to dust. 
Happy are those who kept the true faith to the end* 



Quatrain by 'Krvvdi. 

/^FES joar heart and yon will see the' Oangee flowing 
VS) in it. Yon hare within yoorgelf BbU and Heaven ; 
within your heart live priests and saints. Khrishna^ and 
Gopi his beloved maid, and Bamaand Sita are within>yoo* 
Open the windows of your sonl and see what a worid ihere 
is within yon. 

Love Lyrics. 

?haTe planted a garden for my sweetheart and the 
Baja of Jammn and the Baja of Chamba will plnck 
flowers in it. Yonth will not last for ever. Yoar beaniy 
has made me mad and consnmed with love. I have snnk a 
well for my sweetheart, and the Bajas of Chamba and 
Jammn will draw water from it. Yonth will not last 
forever. I have bnilt a palace for my sweetheart, and in its 
vrindows the Bajas of Chamba and Jammn will sit. Yonth 
will not last {6r ever. I have prepared a bed' of roses for 
my sweetheart, and on it the Bajas of Jammn and Chamba 
will dlt. Yonth will not last for ever. 



.Q|ABU loves Gnro. Babn loves Gnra The forehead of 

Gnro is lovely, therefore her cnrls have the supremacy. 

Babn loves Gnro. Babn is|a servant of GoverDment. Gnro 
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has spread a ooaoli for Baba and bas put on glorious 
apparel. Baba loves Guro. Qaro is waiting. The night is 
almost passed. Baba loves Qoro. The eyes of Qaro aro 
lovely, therefore the lampblack under her eyes has the 
supremacy. Babu has becx)me angry with Guro and the 
night has passed in entreaties. Babu loves Guro. 

/T\Y Ifyjnun came and occupied my place when I was 
▼^ gone. yiThat wonder if a voice came fromLaila's 
tomb saying, ''My Mijnc^n, how sad is your stjkta when 
I am gone." Keep sharp the blade of every thorn, desert 
of Love. Perhaps some one with blistered feet will come 
when I am gone. A man is not valued when he is alive, 
my love. My faithfulness will be remembered when I am 
gone* 

27b^,— MajniiQ wanderei ia the deaarb for love of Laila. 



I climb, climb up the hill, and spy, spy to see if my 
T ' friends turn their bridle towards me. I climb, climb 
np the hill, to see if the strangers are coming back. Live, 
soldier, live, oh my life ; your life and my life have re- 
mained behind together, soldier I was born at Punch 
and broQght up at Bajauri, but I am fated to live at Kali 
Dbar. Those soldiers with their white clothes ^my life is 
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witK tKem, soldier. I am tiie dauglitev of a Baja ; yoa 
are a soldier. Year life and my life have met and joined 
together. 



13 LOW not, east wind, nor set down stream. 

Love will never be stopped from going whither it 
wills. We should never play false to those whom we 
have called friends. Let ns take off our dothes and 
sleep together all foar of ns. We should never desert those 
whose burdens we have sworn faithfully to carry. 

Love of you has killed me even as a goldsmith draws 
a fine wire from out of the press. Love is like a hailstormy 
it destroys countless homes* 

Bracelets are on her wrists and armlets on her arms. 
Pins gleam in her hair like the twinkling of stars on a dark 
night. When Love is fled and the links are snapped, it is 
like a red hot iron when the blacksmith's stroke has 
missed and the bellows stop blowing. 

Hearken and list, ye women of the street ; when love 
has fled away, life is mere toil and trouble. Life's labour 
is vain ; pleasure comes seldom and many are the days of 
sorrow. They live in Hell from whose hearts Love is fled 
and forgotten. 
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4i ^MH! goat! ah, kid with longhair, do not eat the 
^■^ creepers in your neighbonr's saffron beds. Yo^i 
have fasdnated my Lord. Dear neighbour, my sister, do not 
fascinate my Lord. Yon may keep him the whole night, 
but let me have a glimpse of him." 

** Sister mine, I did not go to your house, nor did I 
call your Lord. Keep him fastened with strong chains of 

iron." 

• 

''Tou have fascinated my Lord. Eight locks and nine 
keys made by six iron smiths — I keep him fast with strong 
iron chains, but yon have &scinated my Lord. Li the 
moonlight night I was sitting on a chair. I was over- 
powered with sleep. My Love slipped away breaking all 
chains. You have fascinated my Lord." 

^* Make a fence of thistles and a rampart of knives ; 
even if you kill yourself, you will never keep me." 

HIV SINGH has been sent to jail and Dbanni has 
woven the knot of sadness on her head. Dhanni 
ongag^ a London barrister and Shiv Singh is acquitted 

now. Shiv Singh has come home. Dhanni is distribnting 
sweetmeats. Oh Dhanni, darling of your mother, your 
|daited hair is black and your neck is slender. Your waist 

is slender and your gown is heavy, Oh Dhanni, darling of 
your xnoiher. 
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Marriage Song. 

j^UBBAH ! We Iiave come with pitchers fall of water 
^ on our head, we have coyered them with saored 
red cloth. 

In the centre of the courtyard the seat is ready. 
Uncle, lift down the bridegroom from the seat. Let the 
bridegroom bo washed and bathed in cold water. Uxidle, do 
your duty and give a young bufEalo.* The unde has given 
a youDg bu£Ealo. His younger brother will be praised if 
he does likewise. Let ns see who comes forward with 
handsome generosity. No one but the uncle comes f(»rward 
with a redding gift. 

Oh ! mother and sisters, here is Hariya^ the blessed 
bridegroom. Lucky was the day on which our darling 
Hariya was bom. Baby Hariya was wrapped in silk and 
placed in his nurse's lap, and liis aunts and his ooumns 
nursed him. 

The ten«pound weight lies behind the hearth. Qb 
out, mother-in-law, now the house belongs to me. Before 1 
came you had your time; now my time is come. My 
mother-in-law is dead, what does it matter P The death of 
the father-in-law is a loss to the house. 

Go tell my parents " To-day only has your daughter- 
in-law slept soundly, for her father-in-law and mother«in-Iaw 
have died." 
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" Bride, do not let yoor anklete iilikle-*-db not 
frighten oar obild, he is quite ignorant-HXiaz him =Vith a 
piece of bread." 

" Brother, what do yoa offer on this occasion P What 
are doe to a sister P " 

" Five rapees I give my sister and a silk garment to 
his sisters." 

What will yoa give his aonts P 

''IHve rapees to the elder ladies and silk garments for 
the younger ones." 

'' Father! the bridegroom's companions are aboat to 
take me away. Oh ! keep me in year hoose for this one 
night! What daim have yoa now, father P After the mar- 
riage your duty is^oVer." 

The bridegroom's brother comes forward and ginusps 
the pole of the palaiiquin. 

4 

Marriage Song. 

HIS is a blessed and fortunate day— a blessed and for. 
tanate day. Wo have brought lumps of sugar. Long 
live the pair of brothers -my Rattan Ghand and An^^r 
Ghand, the pair of brothers. We have brought a pumpkiiii 
oh ! mother of a first-bom son. 

Let us make 8aftx>n dye. To giils, paint my Amiy 
Ghand with it. 
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The turban is beaniifol on the head of the bridegroom. 
It is beaatif al on the young bridegroom's head. Thy crest 

and thy tnrban have charmed Bindraban. 

This is an auspicious moment. The barber and the 
Brahman priest have come to our house. Brother, thy 
mother, who has cehbrated this happy welcoming, is very 

happy. 

Welcome to bridegroom* 

Oh blessed one, come : I eagerly await thee. Oh blessed 

one, come softly ! Oh blessed one ! come to the courtyard 

of Mansa's house. Oh ! blessed one, let not thy feet touch 

the ground. Oh blessed one, come to this house and be 

welcome. 

Welcome to the bride. 

(Tome out of the palanquin, oh bride! See the bride* 
groom, son of Hariya, see the house of thy father-in-law. 

Bride to mother-in-law. 
The four-pound weight is under the grain bin. Go 
out, mother-in-law, the house is mine. You have managed 
the house enough, now it is my turn, oh dear ! it is my 
turn. 

Song of Plague. 

t^yEL ! Lalaji, you ought to have died as soon as you were 
(^ bom. Lali says to Lala, hear my ^ords. 

Take out all the beds. The plague has entered the 
house. Before this only a yard of cloth was wanted to boiy 
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oorpees, now jroa want a whole piece. Tbe dead nsed to be 
carried by their brethren and friends, now low-caste leather 
sellers carry them to bnrial. They nsed to weep in the 
streetSi but now they are crying in every house. All the 
good men have died, only misers are left* They will give 
yoQ nothing, but are great fighters. Formerly only two 
baskets of peat were sufficient to cremate a body ; now 
the whole stack is nsed np. Shopkeepers nsed to Uyo 
in their shops. Now they sit in hnts outside the town. 



fHEBEisa city called Bahun where the lace-makers 
live ; that is where plague first came. See what a 
noise and confusion it has made and what ruin it has 
brought to the land. 

The Bonwatan quarter was turned out and made 
to camp in the jungle ; then all were inoculated. Brothersy 
you were saved from death, which has brought ruin to 
the land. 

Then the disease came to Kharkhara. Men and 
women died or deserted the place* Every one wanted to 
save bis life. 

Then it came to Nawa Shahr, the confusion of dark- 
ness fell on each village. Then the plague took up its 
abode at Shankar and the English erected a standing 
camp. They found a device. There will never be such a 
remedy again. Then the Sahib gave orders : *'If a man be 
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moQtdated perliaps lie will escape horn the disease. Dbis 
is my remedy." 

Then the people collected and combined agunst it 
and were qnarrelsome. So the English thought ^ We must 
fire cannon." 

At Quoa Char the people began to die. Their con- 
dition became miserable. The policemen began to worry 
them. The native officei? sfkid : " Go out, brothers^ the, 
householders must go first." A tumult arose. Five confec- 
tioners died first. Then it came to Phagwara. Never was 
these such a calamity. The husband died^ the? 'wi£e 
escaped;^ the son was taken and, the mpther left. 

Then it came to Jullandhar. The young died and? the 
grand&thers escaped. Pimps and rogues escaped. Jyong 
livQ the. l^ritieih rule ! They spent ^loneyin fight ipg the 
plague; but the people baoame very, displeased. PqUco: 
w^re.di^awn up to cordon, the roads< and stop the people 
moving about; so the English thought in their hearts 
'* All ifbo people, are disconteni^d. Now let. them all die 
this.pnpe." 

Then the pestilence smote them and brought havoc on. 
the. land* ^ Ludhiana the plague created such havoc 
that ^ qnanter of the, people died at once. In tbp lane, 
palled thp Mud AUey^ a shopkeeper died everyday; no 
one^ Df ent near tl^ei^i ; sons andj ippthers ^lept from a diio- 
tancfit Ipi the grpii^'s. bassiw pepplcj Ip^ted up thqir shops 
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and ran away. Not a soul except the policemen could be 
seen. Money-changers and bankers stopped their business 
and fled ; their wealth was left where it was. There 
was the wailing of death in every house. The undertakers 
made much profit. There was no end to the firewood 
burnt on the funeral pyres. 

Each corpse required 2'JO lbs. of wood. 40 lbs. cosfc a 
rupee. The dead consumed large quantities of wood. 

1857. 
t9[ LL of a Qudden the wind has changed. There is no 
peace in my mind* How can I describe sorrow and 
cruelty ? My boart is bleeding with sorrow. Say, if you 
have ever heard such cruelty. They have hanged lakhs 
d innocent people. Notwithstanding this their heart is 
still filled with the dust of enmity towards the Musalmans* 

The people of India have been ruined. Oppression 
and high handedness have been used. Whomever the 
ruler of the day saw, he said " This man is fit for the 
gallows." No one buried them in the garden. No one 
gave them sepulture. 

Friends, who has buried these whose tombs are 
scattered to the four winds ? 

Zafar, whom do you fear ? Fix your regard on God*s 
grace. You have an intercessor in the Prophet, 

Note.— Zaiar is the nom deplume of Bahadur Shah, last Kmperor 
of Dolhi, depof ed by the Sngliah and depoited to HuDgooii. 
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The Match Box. 

,W0 match boxes for a halfpenny — Take two for a 
halfpenny, Oh Eaja ! 

The match box was made in Sweden and brought here 
by ships. Thousands of merchants pay earnest money for 
it. Everybody says * Mine, Mine.' Thousands make pro- 
fit out of it. They wax fat and rejoice their hearts. But 
several bear unlimited loss. They beat their breasts and 
plack out the hairs of their beard. What a blessing a 
match box is. It has become famous in the world. Those 
who have it kindle fire easily. You who have no match box, 
weep your eyes out. It is pitch dark without a match box. 
You cannot see hillocks and moands. One's heart sinks 
within. The match box washes out the darkness. Great 
is the trouble without a match box. Inside and outside 
it is darkness. All people are witnesses of this. The match 
box brings light. Smokers and huqqa bearers go about to 
get fire anywhere they can. The flint stone is no good. 
The match box lights the pipe. It has given comfort 
to the country. The match box makes a light. Without a 
match it is black darkness, just as if a man were to stand 
with his eyes closed. What fun the match box has made ! 
Two boxes of matches for a halfpenny. People of all sorts 
buy it. The light is within the sulphur. The boy is shout- 
ing match box ! match box ! He stretches ont both his ' 
hands. I hear he wants money. Kamma has heard so. 
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The Song of the Musk Melon. 

^VH! i long for a musk melon. Get mc some musk-melons, 
Vfi> dear. My heart longs for one. Now it is the month 
of April, and musk melons are not yet in the market. Now 
it is Jun, eand musk melons can be bought, it costs a half- 
penny for four pounds ; but that is dear for us. Whether 
it be dear or cheap I must eat it. Now July has come, and 
mask melons are sold in the streets. Now August is come, 
and the River Palkhu is flowing rapidly. My girl friends 
ai-e going to the Palkhu. I also want to go to the Palkhu. 
As soon as I sat on the banks of the Palkhu to bathe, a melon 
passed me floating by. I brought home the melon, but my 
co-wife snatched it from mc. My co-wife ate the melon, I 
was burnt up with anger. Bciug eiuaged and jealous 
I went to my parents* house meaning never to come back. 
My husband came after me to pacify me with a melon in 
his hand. But my parents ate the melon. It was no good 
to me. My parents have sent me back with you, husband. 
Why do you abuse me on the way. I w^ill never obey you 
even if you fall at my feet. I will never live with you. 
Fighting and quarrelling I came near my house. All the 
people came to see me. They said what a trifle it was to 
quanel about a melon. My lord brought a melon from 
outside. I took it from his hands for myself. My co-wife ate 
her melon piivately. I ate mine in the open couiiyaid. My 
husband's mother and sister walked it)ui:d mc, but I did not 



♦. 
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give them even a taete of it. No\^ I hAt« toteli the whole 
melon and I am happy "with you. Come, my friends, con- 
gratulate me, Now I shall live happily at last. 

Kafi of Farid. 

JS^E sure there is none else ; 

Every form sets forth God, 
BeHevo thou this nor wander away 
Kla'aba, Kibla, Temple, 
Mosque, Church are but one Light. 
The Mullahs interpret wrongly 
The Koran and its commentaries 
They are puffed up with their own voices^ 
The path of imitation is useless. 
The true path is that adopted by Farid ; 
Accept it and be blessed. 

Girls' Song. 

In the courts of my father's house I pleyed all day. 
T There was ever ]iappiness and peace and never ftny 
cai'e. There wfts no thonght of what one should eat or 
drink, and I played with the girls who weno my friends. 
I heaixl no woi-d of household work and thei-e was no one 
to tind fault with me. 
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My motber loved me dtBurly Hnd gave all I asked. 
Happy were we all, brothers and sisters, and tbe Lord 
was mercif ni to us. 1 give thanks to God who sheweth 
mercy to the humble. It is He who giveth peace and 
taketh away pain. 
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Proverbs- 

Cloads like partridge feathers — a woman that eats creaxn. 
One will rain, the other will elope. This saying never 
fails. 



Land not ploughed in May; cattle not grass fed in 
Aogost ; girls not bronght up in their parents' house : 
these three are rained. 

The man who works like a slave eats like a king. 

With low land and high relations, jsoa will never come 
to grief. 

Fine rice, buffalo's mftk, a good wife, white dothes— 
these are the four marks of heaven. 

The Gods live in town, the devils in the country, 

-HHN- 
The more clothes you wear, the more you feel the cold : 

the larger the family, the more disgrace yon aro likely 
to have. 

The cat devours hundreds of mice and then thinks of 
doing a pilgrimage to Mecca. 

Some died, others were bom. The game never stopped. 

Don't ask the distance of a place to which you arc not 
going. 
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Anger comes not on the strong ones. It comes often on 
the weak. 

Fortnne comes at random, but ploughing cannot fail. 

Work more and make fewer friends. 

Stretch your limbs accordiug to your sheet. 

The bread of the poor is dry and their days are long. 

Who can obliterate the writing of Fate. 

What Moses wrote, God alone can read. 

Test a friend in trouble, a cow in February (grass is 
scarceet then) and a housewife when there is nothing 
left in the house. 

-H-SK- 

A woman who smokes, a ruler who takes bribes, a spoilt 
son : these three are utterly bad. 

The peasant's wife J^rought bad butter to sell, the shop- 
keeper used false weights. Each thought the other a 
cheat, but the bargain was fair. 

Old giuin, new butter, a well bred wife and the back of 
a horse : these are the four marks of heaven. 

If the ruler be a tyrant, throw up your land and bnm 
your plough and yo1<c. 
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Wh»ti bay a goat aitd es^paoi a capel to bo tbrpwn into 
the bargain ? 

A goat is band in better than a buffalo at a dktaBoe. 

All wise men think the same. Et6XJ feol has his own 
opinion. 

Carry on ennaity, ^rade or love only with one who is 
worthy of yon. 

The headman of the village inras fined, but he made the 
village pay for it. 

A hundred ploagbinga are not worth oaf soaking* 
J^ hundred servauts are npt worth pne fri^d« 

Talk is good, but not too much ; silence is good, but not 
too much ; rain is good, but not too muph ; sun is good, 
but not too much ; but we cannot bav« too much rain 
in August, sun in May, talk in our story tellers or 
silence in our wives. 

Camels are the best cattle, thQ granary the bert house, 
the first bom is the best son. 



Farming, letter writing, worship and the tightening of 
your horse's girth — these are things you should dp 
yourself, however many servants you have, 
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Clouds are tlie crown of tlie earth ; a tmban the coyeriog 
of the head ; the wife is the crown of the household ; 
a son is the light of a family. 

Rain may stop, bat interest on a debt will not. 

Form a partnership and have your hair pulled. 

The great man laughs and the poor man's lib is broken. 

The bulls fight and the shrubs suffer. 

The hen belonged to the poor barber, but the headman 
got thanked for it. 

A camel will always grunt, load or no load. 

In a ruined village a corn bin is a palace. 

Let those eat who can digest. 

One who has been bitten by a snake is afraid of a 
rope. 

When the house is built the carpenter is forgotten. 
To an ant a cup is the sea. 

Every potter praises his own pots. 

rV o^ 

A man knows his own pain ; who knows anothei''s ? 
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A cat dreams of cat's meat. 



A blind rat eats empty rice husks, 
When one dies, it*s the end of the world. 
Every dog is a tiger in his own street. 
One silent is a hundred pleased, 

What if the ox did die ? I saw Agra (»>., I got someihiiig 
out of my joorney J 

Only kings understand kind's afEairs. 

The Yoiee of the People is the drum of God. 

A demon took a monkey to wife. The result, by the 
grace of God, was the English. 

If a Bengali is a man, what is a devil P 

Put your hope in princes, bat never go near them. 

>83< - 
Sot a cat to watch milk. 

A bad ruler is the scourge of God. 

You cannot hide the moon by throwing dust on her. 

In thirty-six dishes SLva seventy-two diseases. 
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Stolen sngar is sweetest. 

A woman with rings steals. A beggar girl is sent to 
prison. 



Even an ant will bite wben bard pressed. 
Eveiybodj plays tbe lion to a bamble man. 
He who yields is oppressed. 

* > » K * 

A wise enemy is better than a foolish friend. 

If you live in the river, you should make friends with 
the crocodile. 

Everybody kisses the threshold of the rich. 

Try medicine as well as prayer. 

Debt is death. 

Neither head nor feet ache on the way home. 
Health is best appreciated in sickness. 
Fruit that ripens slowly is the sweetest. 

Our own cat and it mews at us. 

You get no thanks for kissing one who is asleep. 
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Its wasting yonr eyes to weep before a blind man. 



A hnndred cakes of soap won't make a black man wliite. 
If you treat others well, they will treat you well. 



No one calls his own milk sour. 

Never stand before a judge or behind a horse. 



One's own wit and one's neighboor's wealth— a wise man 
multiplies them by four ; a fool by a hundred. 

Why give sixty lbs. of gram to a mare only worth six 
pence ? 

The hasty are mad ; the slow wise. 

Diligence makes money as a fan wind. 



-1^^^ 



Follow your father and grandfather and you won't bo 
wrong. 

One's honour is in one's own hands. 
One fish dirties the whole pond. 



Fools cut down mango trees and grow a hedge to 
protect their bramble bashes, 
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Wlien the poor man's buffalo calves, every one mns with 
his pail. 



It is not good to langh or weep alone. 



An Englishman is as uncertain to serve under as a 
monkey. 



The husband of the woman is man ; the man's husband 
is his business. 



Pain and pleasure are brother and sister. 



One man travels, two enjoy it, three fight over it, four 



make a funeral procession of it. 



Who knows when death or a customer will come ? 



The wounded only know what it is to be wounded. 



Sin is sweet. 

The elephant and the horse are dro¥med and the ass 
asks if there is much water. 



The world befriends the elephant and tramples on the 
i^nt. 
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The fish is in the water, bnt they are already diTiding 
it into shares. 



Who has the cooldng pots has the victory. 
Untasted fmit is the sweetest. 



Is the Mother of Usary dead P (l can borrow elsewhere if 
you won't lend). 



Why give poison if the man can be killed with sweets P 
The rope dancer's son is always turning summersaults. 



It's xiot hard to speak well: the diflScuUy is to 
understand. 



A penny for the article and twopence for repairing it. 
Give a loan and buy a quarrel. 

It's better to weep in season than to laugh out of season. 
His caste will be known when he is drunk. 



Though the farmer learns manners, he will still sometimes 
use a mat for a handkerchief. 



A grand tomb of bricks and mortar and the corpse 
inade a hypocrite. 
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Bald headed and keeps a pair of oombs. 



The crows wanted to learn how to walk like partridges : 
they came back having forgotten how to walk like 
crows. 



Not a stick in the house yet he cries, '' Bring me my 



>i 



gun. 

Tiger in front, jackal behind. 

'^^^ 
He hoards till he dies, then his sons-in-law spend it. 

^^^^ 
Iron cuts iron. 

I don't want him even in the garden, yet he has the 
cheek to sit on my lap. 



Family first, beggars afterwards. 



Snake's children will not be your friends however much 
milk you give them. 



One's own is a son, one's neighbour's a weed. 
Stinginess comes to grief. 



Can't stand up and blames his knees. 
Out of sight is a sti*anger. 
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Weeping eyes and langliing teeth. 



A dog is a lion in liis own lane. 

One day a guest, two days a gnest, three days a 
iioisance. 

The devil whispers in every one's ear, " There is no one 
like you." 



As long as a camel does not come to a hill, he thinks 
there is nothing taller than himself. 

The jackal was bom in August. In September he saw 
a flood and said, *^ Never in my life have I seen such 
a flood." 

A lawyer's hands are always in somebody's pocket. 



When horses ai'o dead asses rule. 

The governor's marc eats sixty pounds of com a day 
(skit on the extortions of offioials' servants)* 

In former days liars died; now they don't even get 
fever. 



Those who enter Qovemment service give up their Gods 
and ancestors. 

The people are God's and the land the king's. 
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A wonderful thing ; the person robbed is called the thief 
(a trick of the Indian pulice sometimes, when th^y cannot trac9 
the theft) 

If the jury sa^ it is a cat, then it is a cat. 

A scrap at home is better than a whole loaf abroad. 

The mother a weed and the father a weed : do you expect 
the daughter to be a root of saffron ? 

-HH- 
One's mother is like the shelter of a cool shade. 

AU goes well when the child langh^, all the worhi goes 
wrong when he cries. 

Be not prond but fear God. 

Friends' accounts are kept in the heart. 

If a man spends the night from home when he is within 
seven miles on foot or fifteen miles on horseback, either 
he has a bad wife or ho is a bad husband. 

A bad wife and a spotted ballock — what have I done 
God Almighty, that I should be given these ? 

When she pleases her husband's hearty even the one-eye 
woman is a (|ueen. 
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Marriage depends on oonseni, if not it is death. 



• zz3"izr t 



When the hnshand is pleased, God is pleased. 
Without a wife, is it a home at all P 



In the honse where no child plays, the marriage is 
useless. 



Kvery woman wears anklets, only some can make them 
tinkle prettily. 

I had my hair in plaits and you had a (prouting beard • 
Love like that is good ; all other loves are evil. 

Even Satan prays for protection from girls. 

When man and woman agree, what can the Mullah or 
Kazi (jTidge or parsun) do. 

Soil and a woman yield to power ; when powers fail they 
become another's. 



The young bull forgets to frisk when he is put to 
thresh. A woman forgets to laugh when her child is 
put into her lap. 

Grain is only bad while you eat it, clothes only bad 
whil^ you wear them, but a wife is bad for the 
whole of your life. 
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Do not take land on mortgage, or marry a if?idow with 
children. 



Can't dance, so she says the floor is crooked. 



There are a thousand miseries in one love. 

To-day mine, to-morrow thine : see how changeable 
woman is. 

Better be barren than bear once (».«., to lose an only ion). 



No child or hnsband, what are you swaggering about P 



Man looks to deeds ; the child to love. 

You can go without your dinner, but not without your 
lover. 

Singing songs and making a bower is unseemly without a 
lover. 



When a woman laughs, the man knows the end. 
Flirt with a stranger's wife, not with your neighbour's. 



In love beggars and kings are equal. 
When eyes meet eyes, love is bom. 
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When Gcd is angry, bo makes yoa travel on foot. When 
ho is very angry, he puts a load on yonr head. When 
God is pleased, ho sends rain. When ho is very 
pleased, Le gives a son. 



The bacliclor is happiest of all, that hath neither chick 
nor child. 

I met neither God nor my love: I have failed in this 
^orld and the next. 

He who covets another's wife and propeiiy will go to 
Hell. 

Let your lovo be as a cotton sheet round you in life and 
round you in death. 

My Love btaits to-moircw and my eyes fail with weep- 
ing. Oh God, make sach a night that there shall be 
no morn. 

Gloss bnnglfs erst a farthing, but when they clasp 
a husband's neck they are worth a thousand pounds. 

A soldier's wufe is always a widow. 

A woman weeps without a husband and a field without 
water. 
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A woman without omameuis is like a field without 
water. 

Had I known before how painful love waS| I should have 
proclaimed by beat of drnm that no one was to love. 

A butting ox is better than a lonely bed. 

If there be a rainbow in the evening, ploughman 
get ready your plough (i.e., it will rain). If there is. a 
rainbow at sunrise, the ploughman may lay by his plough 
(♦•«., it will not raio). 

Bullocks, ploughman and rain, none of the three are 
of any avail against fate. 

Drought is the worst evil. Then bullocks have no hump 
and the farmer no tail to his turban. . 

Agriculture is an empire ; but if it fails, a halter to 
hang one^s self. 

The fanner standing on his corn heap said to the King's 
elephant driver, " Will you sell that little donkey ?" 

■ >g8< 

If you cultivate manured land, you can have weddings 
frequently. 

Bain is the laud's husband. 
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Bain in May is as good as a firBt-bom son. 

In December cold is fierce. In January, yon carry your 
blanket on your arm. In February, even dirty men 
gel rid of their dirt. 

A frost in winter is as good as a sack of manure. 

■ >88< 
Fortune comes at random, but ploughing cannot fail. 

The plough is the foundation of all arts. 

If you would pay ofE the debts of your ancestors, sow 
wheat in the stubble of sugarcane. 

- «■ ft ■!> ■» 

When he puts the sickle to his crop, the farmer is as 
good as a king. 

Bravo, cow's son ! you have brought prosperity to the 
whole country. 

If you see a bullock with turned in horn on the other 
side of the river, bargain for him on this side. 

A bouse without a milch cow is like untimely rains. 

Agriculture should be done with the head. 

' H ' U ' 
The farmer is such a fool that only God can take care 
of him. 
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If the ploDgb cracks, tbe ^ife scolds and the bullocks 
bore to one side, what can the ploughman hope for P 

The peasant Is mistaken who would shut the gates of 
God's mercy (i,e., God can give ram at any time). 

Go, give my salaam to the great Mother (t.^., the earth) 
and say, " witliont the blessing of God even yon cannot 
prodace grass." 

God has given the beak, he will also give the food to fill it. 



Those who live in houses are proud, but there is a 
God even of those who live in huts. 

At the right time prayer is prayer ; at the wrong time 
it is merely beating your head on the ground. 



The world ia like farming— at the end each will reap what 
he has sown 



When the farmer is destitute, he forgets Gcd. 
Where God is everything is. 



One's own deeds are one's constant companions. 



The rains fall even on the enemy's field. 
Hfm wants but seven feet of earth. 



64 
Man's life is but a water bubble. 

The python doth no service, the birds no toil, but (Jod 
giveth to them all. 

God cures the patient : the doctor takes the fee. 

Sacrifice your wealth to your life and your life to your 
honour. 

Do good and throw it into the river, (do not let thy left 
hand know what thy right hand doeth ) 

Tell the truth and get abused. 

Serving God f or sixteen years is not equal to serving 
the priests for four minutes. 

When the body perishes, the saint is no better than the 
ass. 

■ >e3< 

Life is short, but hope is long. 

All life we qoarrel about ' mine and thine ;* after death 
there is no * mine ' or ' thine.' 

Sleep and death are the same. 

Xjiet Jesus stick to his faith and Moses to his. 
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When God gives, lie gives througli the roof, (i.e., 

unexpectedly)- 



God only knows the things that pertain to God. 

Ypa have not seen Gt)d bat yoa know he exists. 

Who eats diu'ing a fast pilfers from God. 

Eat up all thy wealth, keep not a penny for thy shroud ; 
he that hath nourished thy body will provide the 
shroud. 

God does not kill any on o with a club; he takes away 
their understanding. 

It is harder to serve tlie world than God. (i.e., practical 
virtae is harder than chnrch>going). 

In the grave, great and small are alike. 

To succeed or not to succeed is with God ; but do your 
best. 



■:-;^\' 
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